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T h e D a y P e e p s T r ie d to K ill M y B r o th e r
by John Bradshaw

They seem harm less enough, those yellow
chicks and pink bunnies, but they are dangerous.
Yes, I am talking about Peeps, those Easter terrors
sold as holiday treats. Sugar-dusted marshmallow
murderers, more like. You don’t believe me? I cer
tainly understand. Peeps are marketed reverently to
children all over the country, and seldom are there
any reports of mayhem. The reason nobody reports
mishaps with those fluffy little miscreants is, well,
embarrassment. Who among us has the nerve to
stand up to the inevitable ridicule that we usually
reserve for UFO defenders? "W hat? You’ve had
a nasty run-in with those cute little things?” Well,
take heed! I have a tale to tell of the day Peeps tried
to kill my brother.
It all happened millions of years ago —some
time in the Triassic period, 1 believe. My brother
and I were mere children. I was no older than eight
and my brother was barely six. A week had passed
since Easter, a time of jubilant gluttony for most
American children. For some reason, my brother
and I were left on our own. Our parents, 1 believe,
were visiting family friends. They left me in charge.
At age eight, I was clearly the responsible one, and
my brother was, well, he was my brother. It was
my job to make sure he didn’t do anything crazy.
Naturally, the moment my parents were out the
door, he and I sneaked into the cupboard where
Mom and Dad hid the candies. There we found,
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among other things, left-over Peeps.
So, there we were, face to face with a pack of
old Peeps. In those ancient times, Peeps came in
only one form, the yellow chicks. Those Peeps
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stared at us with their pitch-black beady eyes
with characteristic defiance. Our plan was simple
enough. We would bite off their heads; then we
would gobble up what was left. My brother vol
unteered to launch the attack.
The problem was that Peeps can get quite stale.
How old these Peeps were we had no idea. Peeps
hide their age well. They could have been on the
shelf for years before my parents bought them.
And these Peeps were well beyond the limit of
edibility. They were every bit as tough as roofing
shingles. (Try to picture a house entirely shingled
in Peeps. The Horror!) My brother, the daring one,
tried to eat the first Peep. He bit down on the head
and pulled... and pulled... and pulled ... Nothing
happened.
With a mouthful of Peep head, my brother
beckoned to me to help. 1 grabbed the body. He
clamped down on the head with his teeth, and we
pulled in opposite directions. I strained might
ily, feeling my arm muscles tensed to their limit.
My brother groaned, his neck muscles swollen.
Drool trickled out the comer of his mouth as he
growled like a dog. Grrrr, grrrr! And still nothing
happened!
We took a moment to assess. I stood looking at
my hands, wondering if I had it in me for another
titanic tug. My brother stood with the Peep still
in his teeth, not daring to let it loose, just in case
it had escape plans. He looked confident that we
could succeed and gestured for me to try again. So,
I planted by feet and prepared for another assault
on the marshmallow marauder. My brother planted
his feet, growled, and thrust his chick-festooned

jaw in my direction. I gripped. I pulled. My brother
chomped and leaned back. Then the neck tissues
gave way! (The Peep's, not my brother’s.) The
Peep head ripped away. I fell back, crashing into
the wall, rattling the ceramic butterfly wall hang
ings. One fell, and its pink wings shattered. I was
in for it now.
At the same moment, my brother also flew
back. Sadly, his feet were more firmly planted than
mine. Off balance, he fell to the floor as his head
banged onto the com er of the coffee table. He spat
out the chick head and howled in pain. The chick
head, covered in saliva, rolled across the floor un
der my left foot. I tried to get up but slipped on the
Peep head, falling on top of my screaming brother.
When I finally scrambled up, my brother was sitting
and clutching the back of his head, blood pouring
from a nasty gash. Meanwhile, the remaining Peeps
sat on the coffee table, looking cold, vengeful, and
satisfied. Blood was everywhere, and I was sure
my brother was a goner. In sheerest panic, I called
my parents. Within the hour we were sitting in the
comforting whiteness of the emergency room. My
brother did not die. He got fifty million stitches,
and I got yelled at. As for the Peeps, well, when I
finally got back home, I took care of them. 1 threw
the package into the neighbor’s yard. The neighbor
owned a German shepherd.
So, next Easter, when you are thinking of buy
ing treats for your children, do so. But select those
treats carefully. Do not forget —Peeps are danger
ous. They tried to kill my brother.
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